A T or\shire Tragedy. 

but acknowledge greeuous wrongs done to my bro- 
ther, mighty 5 mighty,mighty wrongs. 

Within there. 

Enter a feruingmun. 

UufA Pill me abowlc of wine. Alas poore brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. 

Ma. A bruife indeed makes many a mortall lore. 

Till the graue cure them. Enter with wine, 

mf. Sir, I begin to you,y’auechid your welcome: 
Mr A could hauc wifht it better for your fake, 

I pledge you fir,to the kinde man in prifon. 

Huf.L ctitbefo. ' 

Now Sir, if you fo pleafe to fpend but a few minutes 
in walking about my grounds below, my man ihall 
hecre attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be 
furnifht of a Efficient anfwere, and therein my Bro- 

thcr fully fatisfied. . r , 

Mr.G ood fir, in that the Angels would be plealed, 
and the worlds murmures calmd, and I fhould fay I 
fetfoorth then vpon a lucky day. ^ 

jluf. Oh thou confufed man,thy pleafant fins haue 
vndone thee, thy damnation hasbeggerdthee, that 
heauen fhould lay we muft not fin, and yet made wo- 
men: giues our fences way to finde pleafure, which 
being found, confounds vs, why lhould wee know 
thofe things fo much mifufe vs ? Oh would vertue 
had beenc forbidden,wee fhould then hauc prooued 
all vertuous, fortis our blood to louc what wee arc 
forbidden 5 had not drunkennefle bcene forbidden, 

what man would haue beene foole to a beaft, and za- 
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n y to a (wine, to fhew tricks in the mire 3 what is there 
in three Dice.to make a man draw thrice three thou- 
fand acres into thecompaffcof a little round table, 
and with the gentlemans palfic in the hand Pnakc out 
his pofterity, theeucs, orbeggers; tisdone, I hauc 
don’t ifaith : terrible, horrible mifery. ———how 
well was I left, very well, very well. 

My Lands {hewed like a full Moone about me, but 
now the Moone’s in the laft quarter, warning, wai- 
nipg andl am mad to thinke that Moone was mine : 
mine and my fathers, and my fore-fathers generati- 
ons£enerations,downe goes the houfc ofvs, down, 
db.wne it finkes : Now is the name a beggar, begsin 
me- that name which hundreds ofyeareshas made 
this iliiere famous j in me and my pofterity runs out. 

Inmy feede hue are made miferablc befides my 
felfe, my ryot is now my brothers iaylor, my Wiues 
fighing,my three boy es penurie, and mine own con- 
fufian. 

He te Ares his haire. 

Why fit roy haires vpon my curfed head ? 

Will not this poyfon fcatter them ? oh my brother's 
In execution among diucls that ftretch him : 

And make him giue; andl in want. 

Not able for to liue.no r to redeeme him. 

Diuincs and dying men may talke of hell. 

But in my heart her feucrall torments dwell, 

Slauery and mifery. Who in this cafe 
Would not take vp money vpon his foule ? 

Pawne his faluation,hue at intereft : 

* C 


I 


